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One shot 


Rush hour in Moscow. All around clocks chimed the half hour and coloured lights glimmered in frozen puddles. 
In the midst of the crowd a young woman shouldered her way across the pavement, aiming for her favourite 
record shop. 

Against the flow, as usual, she thought, grinning to herself, whistling and humming along to the music in her 


ears. "You pass through me and leave no trace." 


All around people bundled in coats and hats tried to cut across her path on their way home. but she was used 
to it, shrugging her long woollen scarf a little tighter around her neck. The shop window was in sight when she 
was caught hard across the shoulder and spun backwards into the crowd. Reaching out, she grabbed onto the 
nearest person, blindly trying to stop herself from falling. Feeling their hand on her wrist she grabbed her bag 
close, and stood up, unleashing a torrent of swear words. 

Instead of the expected clipped apology, she heard someone that stumbled over Russian pronunciation, a voice 
that she'd heard before..but where? 

He held her arm, his hand hidden in a red glove. His face was covered by the hood of his coat and a thick 
scarf. Blue eyes. 

She must have looked shocked enough for him to think she was hurt, as he tried his apology again, gruff 
voiced and halting, before pulling the scarf down over his chin to be heard more clearly. 


"Adrian?" 

Did she shout it? A blush crept up her face. 

"Oh! Well, yes, | mean da. Sorry, my Russian." 

"It's Ok, | speak English." 

He looked hugely relieved. 

‘I'm sorry. Are you hurt? Some geezer bashed into me, | mustve knocked you pretty bad" 
Her shoulder ached but she treasured it. Maybe it would bruise. 

"I'm ok, just shook up a little.” 


People pushed and grumbled around them but she hardly noticed, gazing into the face of the man she'd longed 


to meet. 
"Are you sure you're ok.you look a little. 

"Im just so happy to meet you. People must always say this, but tm a huge fan" 

He grinned and blushed, his gloved hand stroking his beard in that telltale move she loved so much. 


"When you said my name | thought you knew me, | mean | knew you..you know what | mean. | don't know anyone 


here, | was surprised." 
"Maybe you would remember me if | was pushed against a barrier? Wearing a white bandana?" 
His face creased and then cleared, 


"Bloody hell, yeah, you..you were at what, four, five shows this year? | kept thinking you'd pop up again but 
you didn't" 


"Now here | am." 


He nodded and their eyes stayed on each other, her mind scrambling for something to say, something to stop 
him disappearing back into the crowd. 


"Uh, | was just heading to my favourite record shop, it has a cafe..would you like to go with me?" 


Her heart pounded in her chest, she felt almost sick with nerves, one shaky finger pointing at the cosy window 
of the shop just across the street. 


He narrowed his eyes thoughtfully. Then nodded. 


| reckon | owe you a drink after | nearly killed you, and I've been walking for hours, who knew Moscow could be 


so cold" 
She laughed "You call this cold?" 


The bell above the door zinged as they entered. She quickly scanned for people she knew, half wanting them to 
see her with Ade, half desperate to keep him to herself. A few people browsed records, and the hiss of steam 
and quiet chatter came from the cafe but no familiar faces. 

She breathed in, and out, slowly, letting the calm of the place wash over her. The door closed behind them and 
she started to unwind her scarf, heading for the stand holding new arrivals. 

The sleeve she had hoped for wasn't there, and she turned, disappointed, to see Ade by the window, idly 
flipping through records, lifting one out, sliding it back in, moving on to the next section. He'd pulled off his hat 
and his hair was ruffled and on end around the top of his head. As if feeling her gaze he put up a hand to 
smooth it, tucking a curl behind his ear as he frowned at the Russian text on the sleeve he was holding. 


Glancing up he caught her eye, his grin sending sparks through her heart, and lifted the sleeve 

"Give a guy a hand?" 

In a moment she was at his side, reading the sleeve, pointing out the letters, how some were similar to English, 
helping him understand. His arm was pressed against hers, his hand in its red glove held the record, and 


shifted it so she could see what was on the front. 


They looked at three or four records this way, she grinned at his choice of genre; jazz, hiphop, no metal at all. 
A table opens up at the cafe and they slid into it, ordering coffee and cake. 


"Choose me some good Russian cake." he asked, grinning and gripping the fork, ready to eat. 
She hesitated before selecting medovik and vareniki, the waiter bringing large slices of both. 


As if in a dream she watches him unwind his scarf, tuck his gloves inside each other and then into his coat 
pocket. The coat is folded over the seat next to him and he relaxes back against the booth, one arm along the 
seat, blue eyes coming to rest on her. 


"So this place is pretty cool. Its your favourite?" 


"I love it here, they have all the latest stuff but | can order things too, they get them quickly and on vinyl, old 
school style.” 


He sips coffee, takes a huge bite out of one of the cake, the most sugary one, leaving crumbs on his beard. In 


her mind she reaches out fondly to brush them off. 
"What are you doing here in Russia?" 

He pauses, mouth full of cake, and nods. 

"Getting away from it all. 

She raises an eyebrow, wanting more. 


"The tours stress me out, especially towards the end. | hang out with Steve, you know, he's more chilled than 
the rest of them, they're like.. squirrels, there's no rest." 


"Not long to rest with America coming up next" 

"ll be fine by then. | complain but | can't stay away for long. | actually rang Bruce this morning to talk shop." 
"| guess you have to be back to rehearse soon" 

He nods, another spoonful of cake going in, followed by hot coffee. 


"I'm writing, my guys are writing, for my own album, not Maiden, they want to get in the studio this year. l'm 


not sure." 

"Oh god, you have to, you know we've waited this long already!" 

It's out before she can stop it and her cheeks blush red with embarrassment. 
"Sorry, | just love your solo stuff too, a new album would be fantastic." 

He looks genuinely surprised. 

"You know my stuff?" 

She answers by passing her headphones across the table. 

"| was listening to this when you crashed into me." 


She sweeps her thumb across the screen of her phone and presses play, watching the shy smile of recognition 


as he hears his own voice in his ears. 


"I think you have to take it as a sign 


He grins, passing back the headphones, rubbing his neck with one hand. She's not going to get an answer on this 


one, she can tell. But that's ok. 

They sit and talk, comfortably, its so wonderfully easy. He catches the waiter and orders more coffee, waving 
her away as she tries to pay the bill. The cafe fills and empties, fills and empties, record after record plays 
out in the shop, it grows dark. 

Eventually he glances at his watch. 

"Wow, it's 8 o clock | totally lost track of time, you're right, this place just shakes off your cares doesn't it" 
He stretches and yawns, rolling his neck and she knows their little time has come to an end, at lest for now. 
As they pull on their coats she speaks up. 

"Im going to fly out you know. For the Maiden shows." 

"To the States?" 

"For sure. | want to see a couple of shows, if | can" 

"Bloody hell, that's some dedication. l'm gratefull" 

"| wouldn't miss it" 

"Il be looking out for you then. Wear that white bandana." 

She grins, aching inside. He pulls out his phone. 


"Let me have a picture, | can show the guys when | get home." 


He snaps them both, on his phone and on hers, grinning goofily, sticking out his tongue, and then a beautiful 


smile, his arm round her shoulder. 


The city is calmer as they step outside, the deeper night time cold has come down and he grits his teeth 
against it. 


"Nice to bump into you." He says, mugging and ducking his head. 


She stands and watches him stride away into the night, up the street, holding up his arm to wave before 
crossing and disappearing towards his hotel. For a moment she wants to run after him, throw herself on him, 
kiss his hands, his mouth, his neck, offer herself, no strings. She breathes, her hands clenched into fists in her 


pockets, turns and walks home. 


The next afternoon on her way out to visit a friend, heart still aching, she gets a call. 


"Hey Dash, listen, that guy you were in with yesterday, he dropped by a package, said he owed you a gift or 


something... 
She barely heard the rest of the message, skidding down the steps of the met, racing for the next train. 


A simple brown package, stuck closed with sellotape, her name written carefully on the front using Russian 
lettering, he just have asked someone. She hugged it, breathing in the faint trace of his scent, before carefully 
opening it, knowing she'd keep the paper forever. 


A note slid out, along with an envelope. 
"For you, for urging me on, much love, Adrian” 


Tickets for Brooklyn, LA and Vegas landed in her palm as she opened the envelope. Speechless she stared at 
them. Standing, special guest, he might as well have written "front row stage left" on them. 

At the bottom of the package, something soft. She pulled it out. A black bandana, worn and washed and worn 
and washed again. So obviously his. "A spare." He has written on a litle slip of paper. Wrapped inside, a CD in a 


plastic envelope. Two words scrawled on the disc. 


"New tracks." 


